I was nervous, standing on the edge of the camp, waiting to be announced. I was hungry, and my stomach had long ago turned from the gnawing sensation of true hunger to the queasiness of an empty stomach that had given up trying to digest anything. I was thirsty, and my throat was dry and scratchy, but I was not dare drink from the stream without boiling the water first. I was tired, and my limbs felt heavy, but I was not dare sleep without first building a fire to keep the animals away. 

In short: I was a disaster. 

And I was about to meet the people who would, supposedly, save the world. 

No pressure. 

